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AA GU ME N T. 


The people of Ghuz having plundered Iran, oppreſſed the inhabi- 
tants, without ſhowing any regard to perſons of elevated rank, 
or the piercing cry of poverty — The women were equally de- 
voted to their avarice or their luſt—The High Prieſt of Iran, 
Burhaneddien, the ſon of Caja Camaluddien, protected the Ira- 
nians as far as his ability would admit, and addreſſed a letter to 
the King, Khakan-Mouzzum, the a ct Sellatin Sunger, who 
then refided at Samarcand. — In this addreſs he depicted the 
plunder of the tribe of Ghuz — the violations of every human 
law. — After exhibiting to the King, in the moſt glowing lan- 
guage, the horrors attending the invaſion, he calls on him, by 
every tie that digniſies the conduct of majeſty, to march to 


Iran. 
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S AM AR © a Noe. 


Tag tears of Samarcand. her mournful tale, 
Oh waft to Khoraſan, ye fav'ring gale! 
On wings auſpicious bear the penſive ſtrain, 


And tell the monarch of Turania's plain, 


* 


* 


How ev'ry ſcene is mark'd by various woe, = 


What horror waits us, . and what ſorrows flow ! 


Ah ! ſpeak what ſtreams now tinge each field of Death ! 
What ruthleſs daggers cloſe each patriot's breath. 
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125 20 run TEARS OF SAMARCAND. 


Mark 50 this ſcroll declares the e land. 
And mark the terror from the trembling hand ! 

Theſe folds conceal'd the blood of martyrs ſlain ; ; 

'The figh of Poverty, the groan of Pain ! 

Th' inſeription's moiſten'd by the ceaſeleſs tear | 

And the fad tale muſt wound' the feeling car. 

The melting orbs a ſanguine tinge ſhall ſtain, 

And drops of blood ſhall ſoil the plaintive ſtrain ! 

Ah, why, alas! to thy imperial throne, = 

To this ſad period, were our woes unknown ? 

It could not be ! — To thee the laws of Fate 

Are known, — and all the planetary ſtate. 

Fix'd are the fates decreed to all mankind ; 

No pray'r cab alter, Ide "oO can bind : 

| What Heav'n awards, if happineſs, or woes, 3 
"Tis vain to murmur ; impious to oppoſe ! 

The hour of vengeance: comes — with high command, 
The King to Iran leads his victor band. 

Khoſroe the juſt, the heir of hairy kings, 

From whoſe exploits imperial grandeur ſprings; 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe fires the Great. ages rul'd the world, wil at ds: 1 4K. 
* Whoſe awful mandates were with Juſtice hurl'd. od anole 
His fame the monarch and the warriors ww. 
For royal Sunger plac'd him on his throne. od cad D 
On Ghuſea hurl thy thunders; let thy fire | 
Be now aveng'd by deeds of martial fire: 

Hail, Turan, hail Where white - rob'd juſtice reigns, -- 
Bleſt are thy fubje&s, fertile are thy plains ! 

Thy King ſhall Iran mourn; his martial bands 

Shall peace command, and free theſe ravag'd lands. 

Thou bright reſtorer of the Kiſrean days! 

In thee Kiümers beams with equal n b anne 222707 
Hear, Khoſroe, hear ! fam'd Fereedom, attend! 7 14 
With juſt revenge, Oh! Munochere, deſcend. © (te 


Let this fad tale of ſorrow move thy foul; | . 15 

Oh! let it yield to mercy's ſoft controul! 
The ſwollen eye let purple currents fill, 2 
A nation's ſafety hangs upon thy will. 
Prepare thy phalanx 1; Glory leads the way:: 
Fair Mercy ſpeaks, 4 * pens this Wangen = 4 > 882 
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„ THE TEARS OF SAM ARCAN PD. 


Tis in theſe lines that Tran, fore oppreſt, 1 
Implores the aid of thy imperial breaſt. | 
The man of vice, thy voice, thy fight will awe ; 
Thou honour'd guardian of our ſacred law !- 
Our hearts, our manſions, ſpeak th' internal gloom ; 
Our fruitful meads the hoſtile fires conſume : 
Say, can you know what various horror reigns ? 
The ſtreams of purple tears ! and ravag'd plains ! 
Say, can you know ? Ah! now no more appears, 
Her boaſted fanes, and works of hallow'd years. 
Here Slaves command, the droſs of all mankind ! 
What once beam'd luſtre on the human mind. 

Is Virtue injur'd, mark the opprobrious leer! 

All worth is ſcorn'd, or menac'd with a ſneer. 
Here honour'd age, in vain, with ſtreaming eyes, 
Some Ghuzean wretch implores ; tho' low he lies, 
And tho' the tale the tongue of Pain relates, 

He ſinks in ſorrow at the plun@'rer's gates. 

Yon holy Anchorite, to his God reſign'd, 


See wanton Pow'r in dreary dungeon bind. 


THE TEARS OF SAMARCAND. 


Does joy proceed from any envied breath ? 

"Tis the pale mourner at the hour of death. 

From luſt exempt, 1s there a Female's doom ? 

'Tis the poor infant ſpringing from the womb ! 

From holy Moſques our pious ſeers are driv'n, F 
And beaſts and monſters crowd the fanes of Heav'n. 
Nor can the ruthleſs foe proclaim his pow'r, 

Slain are the criers, and the pulpits tore. 

Shou'd the fond parent find her murder'd child, 

Tho' vaſt her ſorrow, tho? her ſenſe is wild; 

Her looks dare not expreſs her burning woe; 

Nor dare ſhe aſk what caus'd the fatal blow ? 

Ceaſe, monſter, ccaſe! thy gold has bought the ſlave, 
His toil is thine— his health 'twas Heav'n that gave — 
He is no ſlave, deſpoil'd by thee of wealth, 

You ab his virtues, and deſtroy his health. 

Here pious Muſſulmen are ſcoff'd by all: 

May Muſſulmen ne&er ſhow ſuch impious gall ! 

By thy great fire, by Heav'ns immortal King, 

O'er theſe ſad realms, oh! ſpread thy fav'ring wing ! 
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A nation 8 hav ſhall dignify thy name. . 9188 5 


"Tis fate that calls thee to avenge our woes, 

To pour thy thunders on theſe ſavage fors, — 

March rapid on; while time exiſts, thy praiſe Tek 

Deliver'd realms ſhall found i in grateful lays. | Ak fined 5 

This is the time to otuſh the ſavage pow's 1! !! 
To raiſe the wretched, this the choſen 3 5 90). 3's 
Think that you view, at one diſtructive blow. 
Health, fortune, honour, r murder d by the foe. 

The wife, while mourning o'er her wounded nk + aut: 
Deſpoil'd of honour WW hile the ruthleſs ſword 

Matron and widow drives to acts more dire 
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Than words can picture, or than hell inſpire. 

Hail! beauteous realm — May angels guard thy ſtate, 

And ſhield this Eden from remorſeleſs fate. 155 
How chang'd the ſcene l — What horrors ſpring to birth ! 
The tales of hell are realiz d on earth. 

Fly, ye oppreſs d to Turan's happier plains, 

For curft1s he whom. penury detains. al ws Dat v.51 1290 


"I Once f 


THE TEARS OF SAMARCAND. 


Once Pity hover'd o'er the ſoul forlorn, 
Who never aſk'd in vain a grain of corn. 


How chang” d ſince luxury appall'd our taſte !. 


And coſtly boards were fill'd with pamper a 2 


Ofer many an urn a tear will Pity give, 

And even Miſery weep for thoſe who live. 
Our couches all are chang'd' to beds of ſtraw, | 
We, ſlaves to pain, a ſad exiſtence draw 1. 
Tho' loſt to glory, and tho' ſunk our fame, 
Yet leave us not a prey to abject ſhame; . 
There was a time when Perſia knew no chains, 
When arts and conqueſt grac'd her fertile plains.. 
To act like Alexander be it thine, 

And prove the Juſtice of the Pow' rs Divine: 
Come, then, great King, in. terror and i in ſtate, 
Ghuſea will tremble for her future fate. 

Raiſe but thy voice, ſee, proſtrate with; alarms, 
The faithleſs Ghuſeans drop their uſeleſs arms. 


To theſe ſad plains, ah! bend thy martial coyrle,, 


And Perſia raiſe by thy reſiſtleſs force. 
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Thine is the charge fair juſtice to ordains 
Embalm our pangs, and dignify thy'reignt 4 3 
To thee the ſun's mild influence i in the 1 lo wo! 
Is yielded all — And can I vaiuly ſiug? . Ui 

Oh ! emulate the planet's praiſe — his equal beam 

Will o'er gay fields and plunder'd citick Neat. 1126, 
Let Perſia feel the influence of thy reign, 1 ki bag 


And ſpread thy rays o'er her devoted plain: 


For Iran is thy own „ not Turan more 1 
And mark, oh King, — yon cloud that hovers o'er, 


Does not on fruitful meads and gardens rain 


In ſhow'rs more = than Ener W 


Will not the Turks their ved extend? 
O'er all the Eaſt their plund' ring tribes will rage, 
Shou'd Turan not defend this groaning age. 8 


When ſhall the ws from Khoraſan's extreme 


Paſs to that heav'nly ſeer, in pious theme? 
The ſun of Illam] by the ſpheres obey d. 
Whoſe mind with faith and virtue is array'd. 
. Thy 


THE TEARS OF SAMARCAND = uy. 


Thy ſmiles will animate his zealous breaſt . 
His thoughts obedient to thy bigh beheſt . 11 
(Not with more fervency the moon inſpires, 
Or ſhows her raptures with more genuine fires )) 
Him may Heav'n bleſs, who longs. to ſhare. the fame, i © 
And gain immortal honour by thy name. . 511 
Thee, pious Burhan, to whoſe pray'r tis giv n FE 
To mark the wretched as the care of Heav'n, — 5 2 
So the bright prophet, all who own his laws, aο⁰ẽ,ꝭBC Ü 
With the Etemal,. pleads the wretch's cauſe. 
And when the God of War ſhall ſpread alarms, 
Thy voice ſhall aid the Son of — arms. 2 40 
Taught by the truth that grac'd fam'd Sunger's name 
Oh, emulate his great, his glorious fame! 
Oft haſt thou Kummaul ſeen, the great, the wiſe, N 
Near the Syljokian tlirode;;ies moldeſfipainistiz51b e 55:1 


Him well thou know'ſt—each-ſeeret of the Rate, 
Was erſt reveal'd : whate'er was good or great; 
The pride of Iran — Once her ſons wou'd boaſt, = 
How ev'ry merit ſtrove to grace him moſt. 
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20 THE TEARS' OF SAMAARACAN PD. 


As yon bright ſun his radiant beam diſplaysss, + 


Iran ſhou'd ſhine in one perpetual blaze. 
He now attends thee with our tale of woe, 

To ſpeak the ravage of the ruthleſs foe. 

Oh, hear him, Lord of ev'ry eaſtern ſtate, 


Each horror paſt —and each expected fate! | 


Do not repreſs the-ſympathetic ſigh, 
Or ſtop the tear, when ſtarting from the eye, 


Let no ſuſpicion of the dreadful tale, 


Too vaſt for utt'rance, in thy breaſt prevail. 

The ſage, to aid us, will thy ſoul adviſe, 

The honour thine — and thine the glorious prize — 
When adverſe fate awards the cruel blow, 


Fame crowns the victor who relieves the woe. 


Whene'er theſe lines ſhall reach thy gen'rous breaſt; 
Theſe lines deſcriptive of a ſtate oppreſs dd. 


Then ſhall thy poniard from its ſcabbard ſtart, 
And heal the tortures of the bleeding heart. 
Joy will await thee, by the gods decreed, 
And the whole world applaud ſo juſt a deed. 


THE TEARS OF SAMARCAND. 


Nature has grac'd thee with her choiceſt ſtore, 

To thee the Arts have open'd all their lore; 

The tuneful God flows in thy ev'ry line, 

And all the {kill of Poetry i thine, 

My verſes ſcorn not — for this anguiſh'd breaſt 

Feels all the ſorrow of a realm oppreſs'd. 

Tho? the ſame thoughts in frequent numbers flow, 
Oh! leave the veil, eſſential to the woe — 

While Heav'n revolves, and while yon ſun ſhall ſhine, 


May all the ſweets of empire, King ! be thine. 


1 


— 9274 


In Hafiz ſee the gay Anacreon ſing, 
The jocund nymphs their flow ry chaplets bring: 
Aſſana's charms enchant the frolic ſwains, 


And Bacchus riots on Sherazean plains. 
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THE POWER OF WINE. 


THE POET ADDRESSES HIMSELF TO HIS CUPBEARER. 


. . » „ 5.646 * » ADsiT AMICT 
SUAVIS VOLUPTATUM COHORS . 


S1R WILLIAM JONEs. 


. 


Fa R youth, attune thy vocal lyre, 


And with thy ſong our prince inſpire — 
Hail, Perſia's King, by fame array'd, 
Whoſe deeds a royal Jum diſplay'd. 


II. 


Let Want's pale ſons our cares employ, 
The higheſt bliſs the good enjoy. © 
Then let the gay, inſpiring. bowl, 

High elevate thy conſcious ſoul, 


bf III. Boy, 
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THE POWER OF WINE. 


III. 


Boy, fill from Khoſroe's ſparking ſtream; 


Twill charm the mind, and raiſe the theme. 


Quick, give the bowl; for, ah! my breaſt 
Is with a thouſand cares oppreſt. 


IV. 


Why ſhou' d we ſeek. life's bitter pill 7 
Why all our time with ſorrow fill? 


Tis wine expells each anxious care, 


And makes affliction light as air. 


v. 


Come, then, fiveet youth I thy roſeate fave 

Irradiates with enchanting grace. f 
Bring but the glaſs — thy looks impart | 
An Eden an each jovial heart, | 


VI. Ah, 


F 


— 


THE POWER OF WINE. 
** 

VI. 
Ah, blisful ſcenes! for here no chains 
Can fetter Pleaſute's ſilken reins. 
Fill! fill it up! — No ſon of earth _ 
Shall dare impede our heav'nly mirth. 


VII. 
More and more wine ! my beauteous boy, 
Still many cares my thoughts annoy. 
Another draught may all diſpel, 
And make my wand' ring ſenſes well. 


VIII. 


When deeds deſpotic vex my breaſt, 
By tyrant laws my ſoul's depreſs' d; 
Then, then I fly in ſearch of wine, 
And at the tavern care reſign, 


D 2 


THE POWER OF WINE” 


1 
IX. 
Haſte ! loſe no time, — the ſparkling juice, 
Boy, quickly for my ſoul produce 
Till Jon Ruſtem's ſteed aſpire, 


And imitate his acts of fire. 


. 


Like him, fam'd Joulaum will I climb, 
And mount the field of fate ſublime, 
Till heroes fam'd in ancient days, 


Shall cede to me the palm of praiſe. 


XI. 


Fair boy, the ruby goblet bring, 
For magic arts the ſecret ſpring; 
No more ſhall Jemſheid grace my ſtrain, . 


Wine animates the Poet's vein. 


XII. 


Fill! 


THE POWER OT WINE: 


Fill ! — by the bowl's celeſtial aid, 
All nature is to me diſplay d. 
Then all its ſecrets I explore, 


And penetrate the ſages' lore. 


XIII. 


Boy, bring the cup, with bluſhing bloom, 


Bright as the roſe's ſweet perfume: 
Fill to the brim, till all my mind 


Is free, is highten'd, and refin d. 


XIV. 


Hear Wiſdom ſpeak, and reach che bowls... 


Her dictates elevate the ſou. 
All bliſs is vain: it's wine alone 


Exalts the beggar to a throne. 
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THE POWER OF WINE 


Ah! quickly give, ſee hoary Time, 
With rapid ſtrides, o'er Fortune climb: 
E'en while we ſpeak, it fleets away, 


Then ſnatch the moment, and be gay! 


XVI. 


Sorrow attends the penſive ſoul; 


In gayety the lively roll; 


Age in my thoughts no room can find, 
Each draught ſtill renovates my mind. 
XVII. 


Haſte, boy, and with delicious fare, 
Quickly the feſtive board prepare. 


For Chance is wav' ring, and her wheel 


The follies of a hoard reveal. 


—— — ERS — — 


XVIII. Each 
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THE POWER Oo WINE. = 
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Each bubble ſhowis the life of mau, 
And dubious Fate's uncertain ſcan; 
E'en kings ſubmit to her decree, . 
Nor could een Kykubaud be free. 


1 


Page, tis from wine we ſcience learn, 
The good and evil to diſcern; 
Care muſt attend the ſober claſs; 


Contentment centers in the glaſs... 


XX. 


As in our frame the ſparks divine, 
All our earthly thoughts refine. - 
So without wine, the lifeleſs vein . 


Flows dully on in languid pain, 


XXI. Give 


* 


THE POWER Or WINE, 


Give me the goblet! till 'tis gone, 
By Heav'n PII fip until the dawn, 
With accents loud my ſong ſhall ring 


— 


Of Kys and N oſherwan to ſing. 


NI. 


Wine, wine, will elevate the ſoul, 

| | 
All talents ſpring from thy controul — 
The pearls of wit play round the gay, 


And languid Caution fleets away. 


XXIII. 


Ober all thy face, boy, why that ſmile J 
The haggard Time, with hoſtile guile, 
Speeds rapid on, our bliſs anoys : 


In vain we ſcheme ; *tis Fate deſtroys. 


XXIV, 


Its - 


THE POWER OF WINE. 33 


Its hoary looks, unvarying plan, 
Strike at the happineſs of man. 
Paſs quick the bowl — its purple PORE 


Alone can keep us on the beam. 


XXV. 


No more, young friend, with fruitleſs pride, 
Attempt o'er Fate or Time to ride; 
Dare not above thy clay aſpire ! 


Thou art not form'd a ſoul of fire. 


XXVI. 


Fill me a glaſs ; ſoft let it flow; — 
My ſoul admits no thoughts of woe. 
The ruby ſtream enchants my mind, 


Sparkling, tranſparent, and refin d. 


E XXVII. As 


THE POWER OF WINE. 


XXVII. 


As air when blown o'er ſcented fields, 
So wine perfume of amber yields. 
Seize all my wealth, but give me wine: 


Pain lies conceal'd within the mine. 


XXVII. 


I prize not wealth, nor all it yields, 2 
Its boaſted bliſs, or verdant fields; 
Tis wine alone can joy impart : 


To wine I dedicate my heart. 


XxXIx 


Boy, quick the roſeate juices bring, 
Tranſparent as the limpid ſpring! 
Vain are all faſts no more I'll cant 


In idle Hymn's unmeaning rant. 


7 


XXX. Hence 


THE POWER OF WINE | * 


Hence with ſuch objects from my ſighlt! 1 5 
Sackcloth and beads my ſoul affright: 

Change them for wine = My mounting ſoul 

| Feels no delight but in the bowl. 


0 * 
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Mark how near the cellars lye, 
The Vintner will one bowl ſupply : 
Above all wealth, there treaſures flow: 


None are denied acceſs below. 


XXXII. 


Avoid yon cell — The pious Prieſt, | 
Cool from his age, will blame the feaſt 
| Regard him not: with gentle mien 
Speak bleſſings on the holy ſcene. 5 


E 2 XXXIII. But 
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85 THE POWER OF WINE. 


XXXIII. 


But me attend — and bring the maid, 

Whoſe looks th' ebrious draught diſplay'd ; 

She in the tavern or the cellar lies, 

And wit is ſparkling in her eyes. | : 


XXXIV. 


What has my ſoul to do with Fame ? 
Tho' rigid Virtue I diſclaim — 
Ambition points a different way, 


Leader of the young and gay ! 


XXXV. 


Let ſtill my wine, a ruby ſhow'r ! 

Diſpenſe around its pleaſing pow'r. 

Extatic draught ! its heav'nly thrill 
Shall virtues to my ſoul inſtil. 


/ 


XXXVI. My 


THE POWER OF WINE, 


XXXVI. 


My heart at artifice rebells ; _* 

All guile the roſeate juice diſpells. 
Hence, Vice, a ſtranger to my breaſt, 
By Wiſdom all my ſoul's poſleſs'd, 5 


XXXVIL 
Boy, bring the ſparkling draught of fire ; 
The cup new genius ſhall inſpire. 
Not near fo ſplendid is the fame 


That Zoroaſter ſtrove to gain. 


XXXVII. 


Give me the cup! all bonds I ſcorn; 
Far above Reaſon am J born. 


What mortals value 1 deſpiſe; 


N o votaries of the ſun 1 prize. 
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THE POWER OF WINE. 


XXXIX. 


Bring forth the bowl ! — to vulgar ſight 
Reflecting rays are hid in night. 


E'en Knosros, JuMsneD, fearleſs ſhine, 


' Whene'er the ſoul is full of wine — 


Sound the loud clarion and produce 


A ſong on the inſpiring Juice, 


Fir'd with the cup, I tales unfold 


Of Jemſheid, and Karoſy bold. 


| XII. - 


Come, boy, and bring the ſparkling ſtreams, 


That ſcatter ſuch illumin'd beams 3 
My ſoul rejects pernicious woe — | 
Wine makes my raptur'd ſenſes glow. 


XLII. Let 
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THE POWER OF WINE, 


XLII. 


Let the loud clarion, and the ſong, 

[ Teach one bright truth unto the throng; : 
Leſs bright the thrones of Cyrus ſhine, 
Than the rich goblet full of wine. 


XLIII. 


The myſtic ſtory of our birth, 
i 8 And all the wonders of the earth, 
Prove how vain is regal ſtate, 


How dubious the decrees of Fate. 


XLIV. 


Thi alchymic ſpirit quickly reach, 

My mind with ev'ry ſecret teach, 

With this III equal Noah's age, . 
And Karoon's riches all engage. 


A AS rn 
hs 


CL 
T_T N n n — 
ND . 
— — — — > of = _ «> —— 
e my 323 — 2 - 5 
— 


— 


— — 23 
r 


K » a 
F 
<4 n © 
- 


I 
2 e 
E r 


„ , 
n . I 
Ba — 
* 
Coe — 


ry 
= 
' 8 


— 5 — 8 
1 U 1 1 
* „ A; a tec} pt rr inet wer AAS * 8 . . 
7 L 
© - 


THE POWER OF WINE. 


meer. 


Quick give me all the ruby flow, 

T' will ſoon expel each thought of woe; 
P11 laugh at all that Care can do, 

And happineſs alone purſue. 


XLVI. 


Let the full flaſk, boy, all be mine, oy 


Fill it from life's immortal ſhrine : 
O'er my rapt ſoul ſhall ſplendor beam; 
Pl ſwim in Honour's limpid ſtream. 


1 


XLII. 


Late penſive Care my mind o'erpreſt, 


And Honour vaniſh'd from my breaſt. - 


But now beſtow the long-wiſh'd prize, 


And bring Renown from yonder ſkies. 


XLVIII. Bring 


i 


THE POWER OF) WINE: 


XLVIN. 


Bring me the wine; whoſe gen'rous pow'rs 


Laugh at Affliction as ſhe low'rs. 
Did the fierce lion feel its rays, - 
He'd ſet the foreſt in a blaze. 


XLIX. 


Wrapt with ſuch pow'r—in force fublime, | 
By Heav'n Td to the Zodiac climb! 


I'd ſeize dame Fortune, all elate, A 


And then arreſt the courſe of Fate. ll 
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Boy, bring me odours, being me wine, 
Let the perfume be all divine. 
Hook1Es with theſe bright nj treat, 
Bleſſings of a heav'nly ſeaat! 
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4 THE POWER OF WINE 


1 


Give me the cup ! — See incenſe riſe, | 

And clouds of fragrance reach the ſkiesz. ne! 
Let it for ever charm my mind. 

And teach each thought to be refin'd. 


. LIL. 


mi 
© Ss 


Boy, give th” invigorating juice; 
The fountain for my ſoul produce; 1 11 
With ſcented muſk, with rich perfume, l 

Quickly diſpel each dreary gl oom. 


- K 5 


My heart with ecſtaſy ſhall bound, 8 nd nen 
With paſſion ſhall my ſenſe reſounx l. 
The maid Ill toaſt, with fondeſt glow. A 0 0 ¹ 
Whoſe abſence taught my: tears to low. Eli} SH 
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LIV. | Let 


HE POWER OF WINE. 


Let the full goblet ſparkle Ger, 
Immortal thoughts my breaſt ſhall ſtore, 
With glory ſhall my actions ſhine; bb 
And ev'ry model then beim | 


LV. 


No ſlave to pafſion ot its piey, 0 

I rule my ſoul by equal irn 
Twas wine that taught the pleafing lore 5 
How different when tlie eaſk ib o'er! 


LVI. 


Fair boy, appear the god of day, 
The moon's mild chats my bowl diſplay ! 
A rich pavilion ſhall be giv'n; 

PII glitter like a ſtar in Heav' n. 
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THE POWER OF WINE 


EVI. 


My ſoul, to paradiſe repair ; — 
See how it ſoars aloft in air! 
Alas! it's fix'd — whate'er the name, 


I cannot quit this mortal frame. — 


LVIII. 


Give me a bowl !. quick. let it paſs!— 
See how it ſparkles in the glaſs 1. 

I'll meet my fair, on wings of love, 
And reach. the bliſsful. ſeats above. 


LIX; 


The inſtant that I quaff the bowl, 
Far from my mind afflictions roll. 

Paſſion no more my thoughts poſſeſt, 
But harmony fills all my breaſt. 


THE POWER OF "WINE 


Let not the duſt our goblet ſtain, ; Vote 
Reſplendent it ſhall ſtill remain: 
For wine alone can grief erpels 20 o:rale's 
With wine Affliction cannot-dwell.c 


LXI. 


Then let me quaft; above all-care; - | ' 0; 


My ſoul is gen'rous, free as air, 
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In vain dame Fortune ſtrives to frown. © / « 


My goblet leads me. to a crown. 


ISIE 


Ctear let my Wine for ever flow: 
From the briſk ſource the glaſs beſtow. 
Each drop repels the. dæmon's pow'r,: | 
Who ſought my. happineſs to ſow'r.- 
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= Like the bleſt font of vivid youth, __ 
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LXIII. 


S 
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Shou'd anxious care my thoughts invade, 
I take my goblet in the ſnadl mme. 
. . *Tis this alone can ſave my life 
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4 | And clear me from all mortal ſtrife. + p. ,.; 
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Likk Selſabell, adorn'd. by truth. -*,. 
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Produce the cup; the road diſplay. 64 an 
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That I may reach yon ſtarry wa xy. 
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Deep let me drink ! — My viſage view, 
Bright and tranſparent — ever new. 
No more I feel the weight of age, 

But love again with youthful rage. 
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Give me the wine refin'd = age, 
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LXVI. 


Wine, each revolving minute, bring: 13 En ol 
The cup of Perſia's gallant king. 

I will not hear a vain exeuſe ac” 
Sacred this cup to Gemſheid's uſ. Ti 


The liquor be 4 1 
Inceſſant give — the joyial prize 
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Will lead me raptur'd to the ſkies . 
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I am the bard who, with advent'rous ftrain, 


Boy, fill the bowl! let mirth inſpire, 
Let muſic raiſe to degds of fire. 
Come, ſweet muſician ! breathe thy Hate, 


Till ev'ry raptur d voice is mute. 


To each gay toper let me ſing; — - 
Each accent ſhall with tranſport ring: — + 
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LXIX. 


LAX, | 


THE POWER: OT WINE: 


To Heav'n one penſive verſe I ſendi— - 


A tear for each departed friend. 


Pours the bright cup along the thrilling vein F 


I hold the glorious mirror to the hight, 
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And feel its rays reſplendent, clear, and bright, 


Mark how events from this effuſion roll, 


And more than mortal ſpirits fill the 8 
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F rantic 


THE POWER OF WINE. 


* 


Frantic with wine, I ev'ry paſſion feel, 

And pour my raptures with celeſtial zeal. 

Tho” poor my lot, tho' humble is my fate, 
My thoughts 0 dignify the higheſt ſtate. 
Mark well, ye proud ! this deſolated plain: _ 
Here Gowan, Cyus, reach'd imperial reign : 
"Twas here, by Fate's inevitable doom, 

SELIM and Toon were plung'd in awful gloom ! 
Twas in this ſolitude, this dreary wood, 


The ſplendid manſion of the TAR AR ſtood. 
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IMITATIONS FROM HAF IZ. 


0. DR 1997 
I. 


Co ME, launch my bark in ſtreams of wine; 
And as the guggling ruby warms, 
With joy elate e'en age will ſhine, 
And youth irradiate brighter charms... 


II. 


Boy, quick yon roſy beverage bear, 
Whoſe fragrance charms the wine rapt hour. 
The roſe which ſcents the ambient air, 
Droops at her rival's gayer power. 


III. : Tho? 


IMITATIONS FROM HAFIZ, 
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III. 


. 4 5 * 
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Tho! poor in worth, tho' fluſh'd with wine, 


Yet ſtill to me thy ſmiles impart ; 
Then at my fate I'll not repine, 


While you approve this wandering heart. 
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W. 


In wine the orbit of the day, 

We view, while midnight hours do paſs ; 
As richeſt wines their charms diſplay, 

Bel old its 13 in the glaſs. 


V. 


* 


From where the ruby caſł was hung 


0 | My roving footſteps ſtray, 


= For love of all the gay and' young, ; 
1 Ah, point again the pleaſing way! 
q 15 a = Sas VI. Yet 
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IMITATIONS FROM HAFIZ. 


VI. 


Yet quit me not, leſt, when no more, 
My frame they to the earth reſign. 
And when my pulſe forgets its lore, 


Then ſteep me in a caſk of wine. 


VII. 


Give to the waves this maſs of clay, 
Where the ruby fluids beam; 
Be juſt to all, old proverbs ſay, 


And plunge into the limpid ſtream... 


| | VIII. 


Since Fortune frowns, ah, fighs my heart, 
Then ſtring my bow-;. and: ſwift as light 


Or falling ſtars, its force impart, 
And drive the fiend to endleſs night. 
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LE not thoſe treſſes wanton in the air, 
Or ev'ry ſenſe in tranſport flies 


Thy melody of voice ſo charms the ear, 


That my fond captive boſom dies. 


TH: 


Loet dimpl'd ſmiles illume thy blooming: 
That rival: of the roſeate bei 


Move but thy form, with that adorning grace, 
The wond'ring cypreſs droops its head. 
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IMITATIONS FROM. HAFIZ. 57 


III. 


Let not thy mouth e' er touch another's glaſs, 
Leſt jealouſy and madneſs riſe; 

Let not thy ſmiles on happier beings 8 
Leſt my loud plaints ſhou'd reach the ſkies. 


IV. 


Let not thy heart on alien flatterers rove, 
Or frenzy will diſtract my brain; 
Hear not my rival's ſoothing tale of love, 


To cauſe thy Hafiz endleſs pain. 


V. 
Shou'd e'er thy beauties be the public ſtrain, 
Then muſt 1 ſeek ſome diſtant cave; 


Be not as Shireen, once her lover's bane, 


Leſt like poor Ferhaud's be my grave — 


H VI. Let 


58 


3. 


IMITATIONS FROM HAFIZ. 


VI. 
Let not thoſe curls in graceful ringlets wave, 
For they enchain my. fever d ſoul ; 
Nor e'er with ſweet perfume thy beauties lave, 


For they my ev'ry thought controul. 


VII. 


— 


Let not thy name the frolic tongue profane, 
Too ſhocking for a lover's ear. 
Oh, ponder little on the young and vain, 


Leſt thou no more my tale ſhou'd hear. 


VIII. 


Let that ſweet boſom own an equal flame, 
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Ah! join to mine thy then immortal fame, 
Or Aſoph will attend my ſtrain. 


IX. 


Kind 
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IX. 


Kind Heay'n avert, that my enraptur'd ſoul 
Shou'd of my fair one e'er complain ; 
For from the day I own'd thy bright controul, 


Freedom attended in:my train. 
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Thy ſeat oft change not, like revolving Heav'n, 
Or Hafiz muſt his breath reſign ; 
To me, be all thy ſmiles and beauties giv'n; 


And then — what paradiſe like mine ? 
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Then let yon bright vermilion paſs; ' - © 


"Tis wine that animates the jocund train, 
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And Wit but circles with the glas 


i; 


Thy lunar beauties ſpread the mildeſt ray, 
In vain can veils their graces bound ; 
Ab, ſtrike the lute, the animating lay, 
And paſs the ruby goblet round. 


III. Now 
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III. 


Now ſorrows preſs a furrow on my brow; Fed 
Ah, ſure thy guardian may be kind; 
Tho' at thy door I breathe a penſive vow; , 
He need not fear a wrinkled hind, + 


IV. 


As wrapt with eager hope I wail thy ſight, 
Keen paſſion riots in the glowing vein ; 
Alas ! I pine for the ſupreme delight : 


So dreams deceive the viſion'd brain. 
V. 

With trembling fear I ſicken and repine — 

Quick ! give th exhilerating bowl ; 


I faint, — Oh! were thoſe pouting lips but mine: 


Yet filence ſhall my thoughts controul. 


VI. Why 
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VI. 


Why let the fair, thy heart, Oh Hafiz ! ſeize? 


Inconſtant, giddy, wanton ſex !. 


Cou'd cer a drop the thirſt inſatiate pleaſe ? 


Or loſs, not Avarice perplex ? 
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| O H wou'd the bright Sherazian fair 
But liſten to my ardent pray'r, 

On 1 ſoft cheek for that black mole | 
Which captive leads my raptur'd ſoul, 

I wou'd Samarcand's gems reſign, 


And rich Bochara's golden mine. 


1. 


Boy, bring the wine: 1 — th' Elyzian ſcene, 
However roſeate, ever - green, 

Is not, whate'er illuſions beam, 

So pure as Rochnabad's clear ſtream; 
And ev'ry flow'r that decks the mead” 


Moſella's roſes far exceed — 


III. Theſe 
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III. 


Theſe dear perfidious nymphs diſplay 
Smiles that ſteal the heart away; 

Tho mild their manners, yet their charms 
Diſtract the ſoul with wild alarms. 

So Tartars fierce, with conquering band, 


Deſpoil the treaſures of the land. 


IV. 


Weak our love, our plaudits faint, 
Such brilliant elegance to paint; 
Rich 10 every blooming grace, 
Sparkling eyes and lovely face. 

In vain his ſkill the artiſt tries; 


Native beauties bear the prize. 


V. Turn'd 
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V. 


Tun'd with wine, thy ſprightly ſong 
Shou'd, warbling, praiſe the vocal throng : 
Loves fate, and all its fix*d decrees 

To viſions give ſuch themes as theſe. 

Let wine and beauty grace thy ſtrain, 


Nor ſearch futurity in vain, 


VI. 


Is is not ſtrange, the blooming grace 


That play'd in Joſeph's lovely face, 


Shou'd teach fair Zuleika to glow, 
While all her veins in tumult flow. 
In tranſport loſt, adieu to pride, 
She throws the modeſt veil aſide. 


1 VII. Thou 
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VII. 


Thou lovely maid, attend my lay, | 
For youth ſuperior charms diſplay, 
Who liften to experienc'd age, 

And follow the unerring page ; 

Thee joy and pleaſure then will court : 


Wiſdom heightens ev'ry ſport. 


VIII. 


How cou'd that dear enchanting tongue, 
Where all the loves and graces hung, 
Where dwells the ſweetneſs of the bee, 
F'er, cruel { ſpeak ſo ill of me ? 

Yet ſtill inviolate ! my ſoul, 

Obedient, yields to thy controul. 


Ix, Hafiz, 
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IX. 


Hafiz, let thy tuneful ſtrain, 

Strung like pearls, enchant the plain. 
For melody adoine thy line, 7 

And all the Pleiades“ grace is thine : 
Ah! tune once more the trembling lyre, 


And wake thy nymph to fond deſire. 
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IN abſence of my lovely maid, 

The lilies droop, the roſes fade ; 

And ſpring, gay fairy of the bow'r ! 
Blooms only in the roſy ſhow'r. 

The lawn with flowers ſo gaily ſpread, 
The borders of the roſal bed, 

Fade in the eye, no charms diſplay, 
If Philomel not tunes her lay. 

In vain the cypreſs waves its head, 

Or roſe its blooming colours ſpread, 

If Leha does not grace the ſcene 
With blooming {miles and gentle mien, 
E'en pleaſure flies the love-form'd fair, 
With ruby lips and graceful air, 
When youth and kiſſes, hand in hand, 
Lead not to bleſs the feſtive band. 


The 
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The garden, deck'd with ev'ry flow'r, 
And wine, of true Sherazian pow'r, 
Give no delight, diſpel no care, | 
Tf love and freedom are not there. 
In vain the artiſt boaſts his kill, 

To form an Aſſana at will, : 

If on his tints are not diſplay'd, 

An image of the beauteous maid. 
Thy heart, ah Hafiz ! cannot claim 
A rank amid the ſons of fame, 


To pleaſe thy ſoul-enchanting maid, 


Whoſe charms thy ev'ry thought invade, 
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n. 


Th E gale that ſcents the ambient air 


Breathes the ſweet fragrance of my fair ; — 


Thy muſky odours, thief, are ſtole: 


From the ſoft empreſs of my ſoul. 


What right have you to ſteal away 
The ſweets that round her ringlets play ? 


Oh, roſe, where is thy equal grace 


To rival Lelia's blooming face: 


Her form, while budding charms adorn, 


Thane are all chequer'd with the thorn. 


And, oh! Narciſſus, can you vie 
With the bright luſtre of her eye ? 


Her eye may, ſlumb'ring, melt away, 


But thine is languid all the day. 
Oh, Pine, by Lelia's graceful fide, 
Where 1s all thy boaſted pride ? 


Say, 
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| Say, Wiſdom, if the choice were thine, 
The richeſt gifts, or golden mine, 
What wou'd you e'er prefer above 

The happy bleſſing of her love! 

Oh, Baſil, can thy gay perfume 


: Compare with Lelia's lovely bloom ? — 


Her cheeks are muſk, where fragrance plays, 


But ſoon thy od'rous ſcent decays — 
The fair, oh, Hafiz ! will be thine, 
The fragrant maid, the bliſs divine, 
If with fond patience you ſuſtain 


'The anguiſh of a lover's pain. 
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I. 


Tux EF UL ſongſters, warbling ſing, 
Echo ſound the trembling ſtrain ; 
The mirth-inſpiring goblet bring ; 


Fill it o'er and o'er again, — 


II. 


Happy lovers ! ſnatch the ſeat 


Near the nymph on yonder plain; 
While the thrilling pulſes beat, 
Kiſs her o'er and o'er again. 
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UI. ; 
Joy and pleaſure will retreat 1 5 ; ; 
Where no ruby fills the vein. | 
Seek the maid's enbow'ring ſeat z 


Toaſt her o'er and o'er again. 


IV. 


My Hebe is the blooming flow'r 3 
I feel my ſenſes roll amain ; 


Bring, oh, bring the ruby ſhow'r z 15 


Fill it o'er and o'er again. 


V. 


Beauty ſtole my heart away, 
There the lovely maidens reigu; 
Still for me the fair arrays 


Her beauties o'er and o'er again. 


K VI. Morning 
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Morning breeze, whene'er you blow 
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vein, 
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panting 
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Her treſſes o 
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2 glow, 
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Tell it o'er and 


Let thy tale with Hafi 
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O or again 
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